TUMBLING  IN   THE   HAY
Weary pointed out that the house of their friend
was in the opposite direction. That was so; it was a
spacious and copious house in Rutland Square which
looked out upon Hengler's Circus, by which that old
pleasant square was transformed into a slum. Not to
go home only went to prove that there was something
up. Curiosity led them to the corner. There it was.
They could see the cab's back shining as it steered
through the traffic behind Grattan's statue. It re-
quired a little manoeuvring to keep it in sight. It did
not turn yet. Instead of turning it crossed the stream
of traffic going north and south and went right on.
Two halves of the great gate of Trinity College opened
simultaneously at a signal from Wiseman. The
porters in black velvet hunting caps (a joke from the
days when there were Fellow Commoners in College ?)
closed them again.
Barney looked at Weary.
" In the name of God ?"
" And of the Holy and Undivided Trinity," said
Weary Mac. There was nothing to do but to return
to Mr. Golly's licensed house.
Mr. Golly was a corpulent, quick-moving, good-
natured man with rolling chins and a pair of rolling
brown eyes. His head was nested between two tufts
of hair. Time had tonsured him prematurely* He
had a way of leaning over to you confidentially from
his side of the counter with " D'ye know what I heard
lately ?" He would glance rapidly from side to side
before dropping his voice to inaudibility. " Listen
here now*" You always felt deaf when listening
there.
In spite of his proximity to the Medical School he
had the greatest respect for the Faculty of Medicine,
which even the " medicals" themselves could not